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EXTERIOR. AT THE SHORES NEAR CLIFFS OF MOHER - SUNRISE 


The wind is blowing, 
perceived by those present. 
gorgeous pale 
is shy in its showing of warmth 
giving off i 


Ti 


you look through a dictionar 
as the possibility of 
infinitesimal chance of happeni 
a pleasant weather. You see, 
locals out of 
admiring 


the view. 
away the curio 


But, 
us souls. 


RALUCA sits on the sand shore, 
time. 
everything that meets her eyes. 
breeze on her short ebony hair; 


, 


Yr 


ng. 


near an old raft, 
She is gazing at the horizon and contemplating all and 
The gritty sand on her 
the sound of 


nor hard or gently, 
The sand is 
tte of purple and orange o 
and yet 
ts splendid light rays thro 


th 


F 


but enough to be 

firm and wet, reflecting a 
Ff the moving sky. The sun 
keeps on rising and 

ugh the endless clouds. 


e word CHANCE will be defined 


something happen. All things have an 


or instance, this place having 


it's not pleasant enough to drive the 
their ordinary lives, 


So they come and sit around 


it's also not unpleasant enough to drive 


untouched by 


feet; the 
sea birds at distance 


- annoying as usual, but yet so typical of the place. 
RALUCA 
(Looks up and sideways as if trying to find someone) 


Are you there? 


CAESAR 
(Soft, 


I am indeed 


(O 


screen) 


under breath) 


RALUCA 


(Coni 


fused) 


How you feel? This is.. Uh. It's a strange feeling 


CAESAR 


(O 


screen) 


I can’t say for sure. 


think about it. 
like a painter stroking a canva 


S O 


I can't see you and yet 


can't touch you, even though I 


I paint you in my head 


of memories long gone. 


I feel like my thoughts are bashed through a window I 


hold in my own hands. 


It's not heavy, 


though it feels like it 


could fall out of my grasp at the slightest blunder. The very own 
thoughts I send through this passage does not exactly tells the 
story of who I really am, still it is the only way to reach you. 
RALUCA 
(Still confused) 
Well, what should I do? I have been in these shores for 
too long now. I don't know what's out there to be found! 


(Cont'd) 


CAESAR (Off-screen) 


I don't know. I think I can only keep on whispering 
through this window, hoping my words can reach you. I can only 
keep on trying until trying is enough no more. 


RALUCA 

(Angry) 
I won't be stuck here forever, I'll meet you. I'll 
prove this stupid window of yours isn't the only way! 


She pushes the old raft onto the breaking waves, and looks around 
as if waiting for the very sky to move her to some place hidden in 
thought. 


CUT TO: 
EXTERIOR. Void - NIGHT 
Caesar, in response to her doing, gently breathes into the window 


he holds in his hands. He does it out of an infinitesimal chance 
of something happening. 


FADES TO: 


EXTERIOR. THE SHORES - DAY 


A strong wind comes riding the clouds, as if horses were pulling 
chariot at winged speeds. The wind blows her sail offshore and 
into the vast blue sea. The possibilities are infinite, yet the 
final destination is unknown. 


And so she takes the plunge and 
off she goes to her makeshift 
boat, clinging only to his 
words of keeping her afloat. 


O! The stories to be written, 
the songs to be sung, with joy 
and tears, at the top of one's 
lungs. 


And hither they sing them every 
night and day of the time he 
had once blown her away. 


The end. 


